THE TRAIN
like it warm. It's for us conductors to see that it is so.
But then again, we mustn't waste coal. Mind ye—keep
your eye on it, open the door and close the damper, or
the other way round. Yell learn to get over the diffi.
culties. The ration's strict, and when the frost's hard we
need six buckets a day, and sometimes seven. It's up to
us to see there's enough coal."
Uncle Sasha had his own way of seeing that there was
enough coal. When they arrived at a station, he would
take a bucket and go off to steal some. Once the railway
guard caught him and took him off to Railway Transport
Officer, and Danilov had to come and get him out.
After seeing that the furnace was in order, Vaska
would go and stand at the window, waiting for the
washroom door to open, as it often did—and then she
would get a glimpse of that white paradise with palms
in tubs, shining things on the walls and the mirror on
the door to the surgery. Wounded men would be sitting
on folding chairs or on the divan with its white cover,
waiting their turn while the radio played softly. Every-
thing was so well-ordered and comfortable, so pleasantj
so different from all the horrors which had surrounded
Vaska during the occupation. ...
The wounded men were all dressed alike in soft blue
dressing gowns, and here the noisiest of them sat
quietly, without smoking, turning the pages of maga-
zines. Vaska thought that they must all be afraid of
Julia Dmitriyevna.
Julia Dmitriyevna came to the surgery at six in the
morning, and left at eleven at night. Vaska tried to
count how many wounded passed through the surgery
in a day: before dinner-time she had got to forty-six,
and then she lost count, ... Dressings began immediately
after breakfast and lasted till nine in the evening.
Sometimes the door to the washroom and that of the
surgery opened simultaneously, and Vaska could see
Julia Dmitriyevna, broad in her snow-white overall, her
face red beneath her white kerchief and her hands
equally red, raised to her face as though she were
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